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iDtpHE ceo ceoss was 
fouwdep in iseo. 

(1lI?0CRAT£S WAS BORN 
^■"iM 4S8 A.D. , 

•tpeue — CPalSe..1-_ 



SEE HOW MANV YOU CAN ANSWER CORRECTLY^ 
SCORE MXIRSELF AS FOLLOWS'. 
5 CORRECT, EXCELLENT— 4 CORRECT, GOOD — 
3 CORRECT, FAIR — 2 CORRECT, POOR j 

ANSWERS : ._^ aA <£> 

hi -asivdlgVsz/i'ei naav -atiivj (J) 




mwt HEW! NBW! 

FROM TELEVISION INTO A COMIC MAGAZINE! 

THE FABULOUS, _V 
FUNNY FOODINI 

PINHEAD, HIS 
PLAYFUL PARTNERI 

PUPPETDOM'S MOST HILARIOUS 
ADVENTURES ARE IN 

PINHEAD and FOODINI 



SOON TO APPEAR ON YOUR NEWSSTANDS! I0« 




WHIP, fun house, merry-go-round, roller 
•oniw, ferrie wheel. . . . What excite- 
■Mtl What thrill.! 

Aa tbty went from on* thing to another. 
Wick j Burke and hie pal. Chubby Cheater, 
agreed that the amusement park was just about 
the gre a te ct place in the world. 

They were walking along the midway, lick- 
keg candied applet, when Chubby, who had 
hitt taken a huge bite of his apple, stopped 
suddenly, pointed, and said, "I gubble gare 
yon to guff a gaff floob." 

"I didn't get the last word," responded 
Wkky. "What did you say?" 

Chubby gulped, swallowed his apple, and 
repeated, "I double dare you to ride through 
there alone I" He pointed toward a concession, 
above which was emblazoned the lettera "Ye 
Old* Hill Stream." 

A barker, atandfng on a platform in front 
ef the place waa bellowing, "Come on, folks! 
Try this amaiing boat ridet It's dark, it's 
daring, it's myaterious! A million thrills, a 
million laughs f 

"Pooh I I wouldn't be scared to go In there," 
•aid Wlcky. "Only if I rode alone, I wouldn't 
have anybody to talk to." 

"I gubble, gubble gare you!" exclaimed 
Chubby, who had bitten off another chunk of 
apple, 

Wicky hesitated no more. He marched up, 
bought a ticket, and got in the first boat. It 
began to move almost at once into a pitch 
black tunnel. Wicky shivered a little and half 
wished he had waited at least till Chubby 
made it a double, double, dickle dare. 

At first Wicky couldn't see a thing in the 
Stygian dark. There was no noise except the 
•oft lapping of the water against the little 
boat and the occasional bumping, scraping 
noise when the boat scraped the sides of the 
stream channel. Somewhere ahead. Wicky 
heard a nervous, girlish giggle, then a high 



pitched scream.Tle crouched low on his seat 

His-boat turned around a bend and a faint, 
red glow of light appeared ahead. He seemed 
to be approaching a cave off the port bow. As 
he came alongside the cave, there waa a hor- 
rible growl, and a giant gorilla lunged at 
Wicky. The boy froee with fright. Just as 
it seemed the animal would snatch him by the 
neck, the long, clutching arms came to a sud- 
den stop. Then he, too, giggled nervously. 

A closer look had showed him that it was 
only a stuffed gorilla, operated mechanically, 
so that when a boat passed the giant beast 
would seem to lunge forward. A creaking of 
gears was already pulling it back into place, 
awaiting the next victim. 

As the boat moved on through the dark, 
twisting mill stream, Wicky saw many other 
sights, calculated to frighten him. In one place 
a ghostly skeleton danced; in another, a witch 
swung back and forth on a b'roomstick; and 
toward the end of the tortuous route* a big 
Indian stood on a rock, with tomahawk raised, 
and as Wicky came by, his mechanical arm 
dropped as if he were about to scalp the boy 
in the boat. 

Wicky was relieved when he saw daylight 
up ahead and realized the voyage was nearing 
its end. As the boat completed its circuit he 
hopped nimbly out and trotted down the steps 
from the platform to where Chubby Chester 
was waiting. 

"Well, I did it!" he told his pal. "Now I 
double dickle dare you to take the boat ride 
alone!" 

"Gloomf I" said Chubby. "Nuffy scoof 
meef !" 
"Huh?" 

After a characteristic swallow. Chubby re- 
peated, "Nothing scares me'" 

"Well, watch yourself!" said Wicky. 
"There's a big Indian hiding in there and he's 



WHfZ COMICS 



on the warpath. If I hadn't ducked In time, 
he'd have scalped me!" 

To old ladies standing nearby happened to 
hear this and they looked at each other in 
speechless horror. They watched as Chubby 
ran away from Wicky as fast as a fat boy can 
run, while Wifky hollered at him, "Chicken! 
Scairdy calf!" 

Presently Chubby returned, carrying a fresh 
candied apple in one hand and a hamburger 
sandwich, heaped with mustard, relish and 
ketchup in the other hand. 

He had refrained from biting anything so 
he could say quite clearly, "I'm not afraid of 
»ny Indian! But I had to get me some pro- 
visions before taking my voyage." He mounted 
the steps, bought his ticket, seated himself in 
the boat, and hollered, "Fo longff, Wickiffft" 
As the boat was entering the black tunnel 
mouth Wicky yelled back, "Look out for that 
Indian! He'll bash your head in!" 

Wicky chuckled to himself. He hadn't told 
his pal about the gorilla, the skeleton or the 
witch. "I'll bet they give him a real scare!" 
he thought. He stood idly, looking around the 
amusement, park grounds, listening to the dis- 
tant music of the merry-go-round, hearing the 
occasional "whoosh!" as the roller coaster 
whizzed by on its swift, careening journey. 

He had been waiting thus for perhaps a 
minute when he heard the excited voices. Two 
old ladies were hurrying toward him, accom- 
panied by a large policeman. 

"Are you sure there's a mad killer on the 
loose?" the policeman asked. 

"Yes. yes! We heard it first hand!" ex- 
claimed one of the ladies. 

"He's in there!" said the other, pointing at 
Ye Olde Mill Stream concession. 
"He murders people t" 
"Hits them with an axe!" 
"He's a wild Indian!" 

The policeman cast a skeptical glance at the 
two ladies, then he turned to the barker who 
was extolling the thrills and chills of the Olde 
Mill Stream. 

"Jack, have you got any trouble here?" 

"Everything's peaceful and quiet," respond- 
ed the barker. 



"I know you are an honest man and usually 
keep things in good order," said the police- 
man, "but it's my duty to investigate all com- 
plaints. Have there been any fights or any- 
thing inside?" 

"All quiet along the Potomac!" said tha 
barker. 

"There's a wild Indian in there scalping 
people!" screamed one of the ladies. 

"A dummy!" said the barker. 

"Don't you dare call me a dymmy, young 
man!" cried the lady. 

"Lady, I didn't mean you," explained the 
barker. "I mean the Indian is only a dummy. 
He is papier tnachi. He couldn't hurt a lady 
bug if he hit it full force. He couldn't . . ." 

A wild scream cut in on his explanation. A 
boat had just emerged from the tunnel. In it 
was the body of Chubby Chester, sprawled in 
his seat, limp, his head blood-red. 

"See!" cried one of the ladies. "That wild 
Indian murdered that 'little boy!" 

The barker looked. He was stunned, statue- 
like, incredulous. The policeman had his hands 
full trying to quiet the screaming ladies to 
keep them from spreading panic throughout 
the amusement park. 

Wicky Burke was left to act. He did! He , 
leaped up the steps to the platform, grabbed 
his sprawling pal in the boat, and sat him up 
straight. Then he whacked Chubby hard on 
the back. A great chunk of candied apple 
spurted from Chubby's mouth and the "mur- , 
dered" boy began to gasp, then to breathe. 

A MOMENT later, Wicky was helping 
shaky-legged Chubby out of the boat. 
Chubby said, "When I saw that gorilla, I was 
so startled I must've choked on my candied 
apple- " 

"But the blood! The blo ( od on his headl" 
exclaimed one of the ladies. 

Wicky grinned. "That's only ketchup from 
his sandwich." 

"My sandwich!" exclaimed' Chubby. "I 
must've dropped it in. the water! Come On, 
Wick, let's get another!" 

THE END 
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Jhe next pav, in a council chamber 

ROOM... ) rpu ^ u ^ PaovEP 

Fhis power bv murdering 
' one of our government 6 /most 

IMPORTANT MINISTERS/ DESPITE ' 
OUR PRECAUTIONS, WE COULP . 
, NOT PROTECT THE /WAN HE 
' MARHCED FOR PSATH .' 



WE HAVE RECEIVED ANOTHER 
MESSAGE FROM KARNAK.' 
HE DEMANDS THAT OJR GOV- 
ERNMENT ABDICATE ANC 'TURN 
OVER ALL. GOVERNMENTAL 

POWERS TO HIM.' ^ b 

WILL. MURDER US A 
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a biff, new book iox 
MODEL BUILDERS 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 



